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thing behind the mask ? So one question
leads to another ! One thinks of him as a
pretender, a poser, a man who could not be
himself. One links up his personal secretive-
ness with the abominable artificialities of his
style. These appear e&rly. At twenty-one
he writes of a poem to the publisher " It was
written immediately on receipt of the intelli-
gence which it chaunts " ; and one feels that
some common word had been struck out
and the exotic word put in ; a method of
procedure habitual to him when he wrote
poems. One reflects on the thinness of the
so-called philosophy which has deluded many
simple people by the pretentiousness with
which he covered up the triteness of his earth-
worship in difficult jargon. One remembers
his most-quoted mots; the thin-concealed
platitudinousness of the statement (how on
earth do critics persuade themselves that it is
brilliantly illuminating ?) about man having
rounded Seraglio Point but not yet doubled
Cape Turk. One thinks of the mounds of
tinsel tropes, not images smoking from the
heated imagination, but gauds of fancy fabric-
ated by a very deft hand. One remembers
'his indefensible obscurity. The obscurity of
Blake was that of the stammering visionary ;
that of Browning was sometimes the obscurity
of carelessness and sometimes that of over-rapid
thought, but there was always something there.
The tortuous difficulties of Meredith are made
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